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ground as though this were a divine preparation of
the soil for some miraculous sowing. The light was
so intense, the air, as winnowed by the train, so fresh
and salt, that Lampiron thought: It is as though I
were escaping from some doomed city. For weeks
and weeks now I have not left Polchester. I have
never even walked up the hill towards Carpledon
where I used to go to get that view of the thin line of
sea from the Four Trees. I have been thinking of it
as a beleaguered city and I feel now a kind of sur-
prise that Penny and I can escape from it so easily,
that no one has challenged us, no guard at the gate,
I should be moving now into the enemy's camp.
But the town is beleaguered inside itself. It is there
at its very heart that the enemy is hiding, that that
old bad decaying corpse is somewhere lying. It may
be that it is really down at the bottom of that well
where they say I shoved it away, and if that's so it
will never be found. Will the nasty old man haunt
the town for ever then? Will the Inquisitor with a
broken neck come every night from the Cathedral
door and disturb the people with his tiresome
questions? (Lampiron was nearly asleep now. His
arm was around Penny's slim child-like body. She
was sleeping.) He has disturbed me too. And old
Marlowe. And poor Mrs. Braund. Mrs. Braund
and I committed an impertinence when we called up
spirits before a cheap public. Even the Witch of
Endor selected her audience. But that's what it is.
. . . You must keep the balance. If you neglect
their world altogether they punish you. If you enter
it too intimately, forgetting your manners, then they
punish you too. Mrs. Braund and I forgot our
manners. . . . How do I know so clearly that every-